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together, at first stepping out of time independently,
but soon marching in step from force of habit. A bright
star hung low over Bethlehem. Men talked and laughed
gently in the moonlight. When the traffic jammed no
one became angry. A car began hooting. And voices
cried softly:

"Put a sock in it."

"Pipe down/7

" Go muck yourself."

There was silence again except for the marching of
a thousand troops along the dusty road.

Outside the Church of the Nativity a dappled mass
of troops and civilians swirled round the courtyard and
pressed against the small entrance to the church, so
low a man must bow his head to enter.

" Let's try round the back," said Altounyan.

We walked along a narrow, dark street, down a flight
of stone steps, across a vaulted courtyard, through a
stone archway into the dim light of the main part of
the church. Shadowy figures were moving softly,
intent on their purposes. In the obscurity I could dis-
tinguish a sailor holding in his hand a long, thin
candle. The small door which led to the chapel in
which Mass took place at midnight was guarded by a
huge Military Policeman, who was arguing with a very
small, very perky Corporal.

"This entrance here/' he was saying wearily, "is
only for the Services with tickets. With tickets, see ? "

" But I'm in the Services and I was given a ticket."

"Well, where is the ticket? "

" I've lost it," said the Corporal.

" Then you can't get in."

The bells were tolling.   Mass would soon begin.

" But I was told to come to this entrance."